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I. 
 

HE scene Rayneau gazed upon as 
he stepped out from behind the 
shrubbery was certainly an inviting 

one to the eyes of a hungry man, and 
Rayneau was unquestionably hungry. 
 There were four tables in all, that 
nearest him presided over by two 
attractive girls, the one light-haired and 
haughty, the other darker and more 
approachable. Rayneau decided that he 
would speak to the dark one. 
 He had not entirely made up his 
mind what he should say. That would have 
to be left to chance. 
 The dark girl, with her back toward 
him, was bending over the table to arrange 
some cracked ice on a dish of sliced 
tomatoes. She was not particularly slender, 
but her waist had a supple roundness 
which was more attractive to Rayneau 
than the extreme slimness of the blonde 
who stood facing him with cool, 
appraising eyes. The two stood out 

distinctly and almost alone against a 
background filled with the other tables and 
picnickers enjoying themselves according 
to their varying ages and inclinations. 
 Rayneau shot his cuffs and 
advanced with a made-up smile upon his 
face. If that blond young woman had been 
where he wished her it would have been 
too sultry even for picnics. 
 The dark girl turned, a little startled 
to see a man coming from the direction of 
the brush, but held out a pretty hand 
almost immediately. 
 “Mr. Mead?” 
 Rayneau took off his hat and 
bowed awkwardly. 
 “Papa said you were coming, and 
that if he were not here I was to look after 
you—see that you had plenty to eat and a 
good time.” 
 She laughed gaily, and her broad, 
white teeth sparkled between lips a trifle 
too full for beauty, but her cheeks were 
pink and her eyes kindly, and there was 
something about her easy, unquestioning 
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ways which took Rayneau back and back, 
to a time when he had sisters and a mother 
of his own. 
 But the blonde continued to regard 
him in a knowing way from under drooped 
light lashes. Rayneau hated and feared her. 
She reminded him of a girl he had once 
known, and if she had held a cigarette 
between the thumb and forefinger of her 
right hand as she gazed at him, the 
resemblance would have been striking. 
 The dark girl introduced him to her 
friend, Miss Jamison, and Miss Jamison 
bowed stiffly as if afraid of breaking her 
alabaster neck. Rayneau wished heartily 
that she would return the compliment and 
introduce him to the dark girl. He waited 
warily to catch her name, and after a while 
the blonde called her “Stella,” and a fat old 
woman who came to borrow a salt-shaker 
for one of the other tables addressed her as 
Miss Bower. 
 “Stella—Stella Bower,” repeated 
Rayneau to himself. “ A star in a bower, 
and that is what she is!” 
 Miss Jamison unbent long enough 
to make a dinner-gong of a tin pan, and the 
church picnickers responded in droves. 
 Rayneau found himself between a 
nine-year-old boy and a deaf old man who 
understood his name to be Meeks and 
called him that after Miss Bower had 
presented her father’s friend and explained 
at the top of her voice the unfortunate 
circumstance of her father’s absence. 
 Rayneau watched her adoringly as 
she flitted about waiting on the table. Miss 
Jamison flitted, also, but he dared not look 
at her because every time he did he found 
her buttermilk eyes boring into his secret 
thoughts.  
 Suddenly he awoke to the fact that 
he must put Stella Bower out of his mind 
and attend strictly to business. 
 The perfume of the coffee grew 

stronger. His throat yearned for it. When 
Rayneau’s acquaintance, Mutch Hatch, 
had tobacco, the world went well with 
him. With Rayneau it was coffee. The 
smell of it had made him brave enough to 
negotiate the picnic. 
 Some one passed him a plate of 
rolls. He wanted four, but he took one. 
 The deaf old man was fond of 
sandwiches. He took a great many, 
meanwhile explaining with many gestures 
his ideas of the political situation to 
Rayneau, who bowed gravely and 
acquiesced in everything the old 
gentleman said. 
 Rayneau was a tactful listener. The 
deal old man was getting more satisfaction 
out of his political harangue than out of 
the feast. 
 Stella Bower passed the cakes 
herself and smiled at Rayneau, who, with a 
stomach full of coffee and a heart full of 
contrition, smiled back at her. 
 “I’m afraid papa isn’t going to 
make it,” she announced regretfully. “I’m 
afraid it is spoiling your good time.” 
 “Not a bit of it,” he assured her 
truthfully. 
 “I wonder how he thinks I am 
going to drag all the baskets and things 
home without him,” laughed the girl. 
 “He knew I would be here,” 
promised Rayneau gallantly, and 
immediately fell into abysmal depths of 
gloom as Miss Bower passed on with her 
cakes. Going home with Miss Bower 
meant, at least, car-fare. 
 Later he had some difficulty in 
detaching himself from the picnic long 
enough to seek the seclusion of the 
shrubbery from which he had emerged at 
the call of the coffee. He located the 
bristling visage of Mutch Hatch, sticking 
up among the ferns. 
 “Yeh made up yer mind to come at 
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last, I see!” snarled Mutch. “By the life, 
kid, wha’d’yeh think a man’s made of? 
There yeh set among them dames eatin’, 
chawin’ away like a rabbit, an’ me in here 
with my ribs playin’ a tattoo on 
theirselves. I lamped yeh—an’ me just a 
cursin’. If I’d had a gun I’d a sniped yeh. 
Why  didn’t yeh glaum a handful an’ skid 
in here, ye mutt?” 
 Rayneau did not reply, but began 
to unload into his partner’s grasping 
fingers the boy’s lost cake and the old 
man’s sandwich. There were many rolls 
and pickles and cheese and even a wedge 
of crushed and mangled pie. 
 “By gum, bo, didn’t yeh git me any 
coffee?” demanded Mutch. 
 “What do you think I am, a 
kettle?” retorted Rayneau. 
 You’ll wish you was to-night, 
when we git into town. But yeh don’t git 
nothin’ on me. I’m goin’ to do a little 
fillin’ up muhself to-night, an’ you ain’t 
invited, und’stand? Look what I lamped 
here in the brush. 
 He held up a half-dollar for 
Rayneau’s inspection before he slipped it 
back into his pocket. Then he put an entire 
wedge of cake into his mouth at once and 
craned his neck as he bolted it. 
 “I am as dry as hay!” he 
complained. “There yeh set guzzlin’ 
coffee wit’ them dames as high an’ mighty 
as a sheriff an’ me dyin’ of hunger an’ 
thirst in the brush here. When that old moll 
give you them clo’es I said they’d ru’n 
you, an’ they have! You washed, an’ yeh 
shaved, an’ yeh ain’t been no bo since. 
Fust thing yeh know you’ll be workin’!”  
 “You eat like a hog!” snarled 
Rayneau; “you make me sick!” and then 
sat in gloomy silence wondering how he 
was was going to get the half-dollar, but 
Mutch Hatch was a husky fighter. But 
have it he must. 

 But Rayneau had only been in the 
bo business six months, while Mutch 
Hatch had made a life study of it, so the 
thing was accomplished after a good deal 
of strangling profanity on Mutch Hatch’s 
part and persistency on Rayneau’s. 
 “I’m only borrowing it; I’ll pay it 
back. I never have been a thief, you know 
that, Mutch: and after to-day I’m no bo. 
I’m white, and I’m goin’ back to work and 
prove it. 
 “It’s them clo’es wot done it!” 
groaned Mutch Hatch. “Them clo’es—
them cuffs, an’ that wash you took! 
You’re ru’ned, ru’ned!” 
 

II. 
 
Rayneau handed over two baskets, a heavy 
grip, and her umbrella to Miss Bower in 
front of her own door. 
 “I’d better not go in,” he told her. 
“Your father wouldn’t know me if I 
should. I’m not the man you thought I 
was; I’m just a tramp—a hobo.” 
 “That’s what Neva Jamison said,” 
murmured Miss Bower. 
 “How did she know?” demanded 
Rayneau, shocked and somewhat hurt at 
the lack of dramatic climax in his 
confession. 
 “Neva has sharp eyes,” toasted 
Miss Bower, “much sharper than mine.” 
 “But not so kind—not anywhere 
near so kind!” stormed Rayneau. “She has 
the eyes which are sharp enough to see 
through the shabby-genteel and find the 
hobo, but she’d need magnifying glasses 
to look through the hobo and find the man. 
And I suppose in a good many of us there 
is no manhood left. In my own case I’m 
going to find out; I’m going to look for 
work to-morrow.” 
 “Come in,” she said softly. “I want 
you to talk with father. Perhaps he can get 
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you a job.” 
 “And do you think he could get a 
job for Mutch Hatch, too?” 
 “Perhaps. What is his line of 
work?” Rayneau avoided the question and 
they went in to talk with Mr. Bower. 
 Rayneau walked back to the city 
and met Mutch Hatch where they had 
agreed, in front of the post-office. Here he 
paid Mutch the remaining forty cents and 
broke the news that he had a job for 

himself and Clutch, also. 
 “Me? Work?” exclaimed Mutch 
Hatch indignantly. “Why, kid, you’re in 
wrong wit yourself!. Your thinkin’-
machine’s on de blink!” and then as he 
dropped the twenty-five-cent piece, nickel, 
and dime into the pocket of his poor, 
decayed old trousers and walked away, he 
murmured sorrowfully. “It was de clo’es 
wot done it—an’ de cuffs!” 

 


